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Day cUnriM, aiul itill die door is cIoMcl: 

My beautiful, wliy deepeft dtou? 

It is the itour x^wn waket the loaes. 

Then why art thou not waking now> 

O my biz one, O fair one liften. 

The morning hoar hath wings. 

And the lovei 'neaifa diy window, i* weqping, 

la weeping while he sings. 

AS thing* are Imorking at thy door for me^ 
The daiwn come* aofdy mnim'ring, "I am day." 
The aong-hird waiUes, "I am haimony." 
And "I am kjre," sweet lady, hear me say. 
O my fair coe. O fair one, liAen, 
The morning hour hath wings, 
And the lover 'neath Aj window is weeping. 
Is weeping while he ongs. 

■—Vldor Hofo. 
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Lento 
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dawns, and still the door is closed; 



My bean - ti-hil, why 




sleep-est thou? It is the hour when wakes the rose. Then why art thou n<^ wak-ing 
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now? O my Fur one, O fair one lis - ten. The mom4ng hour hath 
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AU things are knock- ing at thy 
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door for me, The dawn comes soft - ly mur-mting,"! am day" 



The 
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Song-hiid war-bles, "I am har-mo-ny," And "I am love^' sweet la - dy. 
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hear me say. O my Fair one, O fair one, lis - ten. The mornring hour hath 
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wings. And the lov - er 'neaflithy win-dow is mep-ing, is weep-ing 
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